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Psalm 50,

ORD! Thou hast been our refuge in all gener-
alions! Before Lhe mountaing were Drought
fortl, or ever Thon hadst formed Lthe earth and
lhe world, even from everlasting io everlasting
Thou art (sad, Bul man Theu turnest again Lo
dust, and sayest: “Relurn, ye children of men !
For a thousand vears are, in Thy sight, as yester-
day when it is past, and as a walch in the night,
Thon carriest him away as with a (lood: he SN
| dream : in Lhe moming he springeth up like grass,
which fonrisheth and shooteth up in the morning,
and in the evening is cut down, and withered. Bk
our days vanish away; we spend our years like a
{hought, The days of our lile are thresscore years
and Llen, and if by reason of strength they be
fourscore years: yet s their pride weariness and
sorrow; for ib vanisheth swillly, and we flv away.
Teach us so to number our days, that we may
apply our hearts to wisdom! Satisly us speedily
with Thy merey, that we may rejoice and be glad
all our days! Make us glad according to the Lime
in which Thou hast afllicted us; according to the
| wvears in which we have scen adversity! Let Thy
deeds be known to Thy servants, and Thy glovy
to their children! Tt the favor of the Lord, our
God, he upon us, and cstablish for us the worlks
of our hands; vea, the worl of our hands, cetablish
Thou it!
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Addnayr mof Odom.
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WWHAT i man, Almighty, that Thou thinkest of

him, the son of dust that Thou art mindfl of
him? Wan is like nanght, his days are like & fleeting
shadow; in the morning he blooms like the plant,
in the evening he is withered and dried np. Thoen
leadest man to the tomb and savest: “EHeturn unto
me, vechildren of dust.” O that they were wise, and
considered their end! Tor in his death man takes
nothing along; his honor does not descend after
him. Practice virtue; live uprighlly. then peace
will be thy glovious end. For God forsakes not
Iis servants; He will not abanden those that
trust in Him. Amen.

Fusgral, URATION,

When nia Franeral aeation f& delivercd the Mimsies oy reard
one of the offnwing Meditations,
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TFor THE DEarin orF A CHILD,

"®an is of few doys and full of
Liaidhde, Heg copiedie ap Bhe o llower
and  withereth; like o shndow he
fectl aspd Iasteth oot
| (Jol, Chapt. NIV, 1—12.)

"'FA.THO knoweth the span of his life? In the
morning even, like the plant chilled Ty the
early rime, 35 man taken ol in ithe dawning dags
of existence, Like an angel sent fram ihe realm
of cternal light, this little cne appearsd among
us, to tavry herc a brief period. Why did he (she)
come? Merely Lo burden owr hearts, to darken the
home all the more for the bright light his coming
Lkindled? No! even in hig death this angel spreads

| blessings, His memory will be a new link to rivet
' the heart of father and mother more closely unlo
each other, TFor what would a love be which has

not yet tasted of the -bhitter things of life? Tt iz
irnorant of its own depth and strenech, To walen
within ws the consciousness of that greal lowve
which passes purified through the frnace of prief,

He who 1s the Master of life and the Ruler in
death, sendeth for o brief possession the flowers
Mooming in the garden of the family; aml taketh

them away for a lasting memory in the saered

: ghring of a father’s affection and a wmether's un-
fading love, The tears which flow when ome so
tender 13 loru from ithe parental heart, are dew-
drops in which play and glow the sun's golden
tints, announcing that even in such night as this
God's Tight has not sel, and His love 15 ever near,
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Then do you fow, who must give hack Lo earth
what iz of earth, rise above the anenish of this
parting-hour, and seek consolation in the raptures
of a stromger union. To those Lhal are still with
v, devole that love which wou can give o the
departed no longer,  Bring kindness to those that
never tasted its sweetness; lighl to homes that are
ever wrapped by sombre clouds; and thus from the
Tlimnpid water of love and duty draw the refreshing
dravght to coul the parched lips, to quench the
grievous thirst. Then your own wound, by healing
Lhat of others, will he spothed Dy the balm ol
divine resignation and dutifel devotion. Amen.

For THE DEATIT 0T A YOUNG ARy,

“lgenremiher thy Creator it the daye
ul thy youth.,!
" Beonggiagr,, Chopt, XIT, 1

EATH is the deepest problem of Tife, Whon with

hig cald hreath he touches one of our beloved,
he brings peace to the sullerer, hut sorrow to
the hearts of the swrviving, And our allliction s
greater, and our sorrow more intense, when death
carners an untimely harvest, when the old are left
to mourn for the young.

Our departed friend died in the bloom of her
vouth. Searce developed into the fullness of life,
she passed away from the happy circle of her
family, leaving behind her priefstricken parents,
weeping hrothers and sisters, sorrowing [riends.
The vigorous spirit which animaled a noble frame,
which caused tle eves to heam with the inspiration
of thonght, and endowed every movement with




FUNERAL SERVICES, 183

grace and beauly, this spirit hag flown from ils
temporal abode, and only Lhe ruins of the temple
her soul inhabited remain.  Amidsl the heauty and
loveliness of life the summong came, and no power
ofl earth could retard her departure.

But whyr do we complain, why do we qllCﬁhD‘n
the wisdom of Providence? Titl::n.igh taken awvay
in the prime of her youlh, the departed filled omt
i the whole sphere of her Jile.  In the household

of God nothing happens too soon, nolhing comes
too late, but all things and events have their
appointed time.  From the cradle to the prave
man's destiny is in God’s hand. Qur life is but a
trust, given nle our kesping for a longer or shorter
period; and whenever the call to return to the
| everlasting home is sounded, we must lay down
| our charge and [ollow whither the divine hand is
r- heckoning vs. Nor iz duration the true measnre of
|

existence. Whether Tife lasted one year, or was
lengthened into a hundred, it i eomplele; it has
fulfilled the task assigned by ITim who is the like
and light of all, the Fountain of all Deing.

In this thounght, then, von, parenls, upon whose
threshald the shadew of this mreal sorrow has
fallen, must find sweet consolation. The heautiful
slructure of lher tender form has been hroken, and
the earth claims the ashes, out of which her hody
was built.  But her soul abides with ws, and will
remain a holy presence in our midsl; —yea, as long
as memory lastls, the remembrance of her will con-
tinne to he a Dblessing to those who loved her.
Therefore Iet us not speak ol her in sorrow. Let
us speak of her rather as one that has been called
to s higher existenee, where pain amd anxicly are
no mare,



15+ FUNERAL SERVICES.

Let ue give thanks Lo God for the joy which her
presence with us hrought; and let us nol murmue
when the Heavenly Giver reclaims His own, Give
praise to God who has chosen vou through (rials

“and afflictions to sanclify Ilis name on carth, aad
to teach His chiildren the divine lessan of humility
and submission to His holy will. With Job of old
let s say: “The Lord pave, the Lord has Lalken,
the name of God Le praised."  Amen.

For THE DEATH 0F A MIDDLE-AGED Prrsosx,

[JNFATHOMABLE are ihc ways of God. His

will rules the universe; His wisdom suslains all
things; His love upholds all His ereatnres. He hath
clothed with beauty and endowed with changing
forms the countless host of plants; and He breathed
life and motion into the myriads of animated beings,
High ahove all creatures stands man, the image
of his Maker, destined to rule over all things of
earih, to recognize and follow the traces of God
worl, to search for divine knowledge, and reach
out after divine perfections. But in His supreme
counsel God has decreed a measure for the existence
of every being and set a boundary Lo hnman life,
From the moment of his Dbirth man steadily and
irresistibly approaches death, and as {he ETHES
withers and the worm dies, even so does man fade
and fall and sink into the dust. TIn the grave now
rest Lhe generations of Lhe past; there they sleep
in undisturbed silence, the dear parcnis, kindreed
and friends, and there we, too, will raoner or later,
be bedded in eternal slumbher.







